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cafes, their roofed terraces crowded with coffee drinking and
smoking idlers. On the western bank is a congested native
suburb leading, both up and down stream, to palm groves and
large houses set in green gardens. In the evening the Tigris
presents a scene of great beauty, when the wide yellow river is
effulgent with the last rays of the setting sun and the high
embankments crowned with tall buildings are reflected on the
water in every shade of mauve and grey.
Yes, Baghdad is a pleasant place. There is almost no " colour
line," no race prejudice to mar its harmony. Political hostility
there may be—a little. But it is not deep-rooted and Kast and
West are meeting there to-day—and are officially encouraged
thus to meet—on terms of equality and mutual goodwill. It is
of happy augury for both Iraq and England.
What would you not have given—you of the far-away lands
of Islam, from Fez to Samarkand—what sacrifice would you not
have made, to have stood where I just stood, on the threshold of
his tomb ? And it is you who should have been there, not I.
You who are so loyal to the memory of the Saint you reverence—
and I, a Christian 1 You who look to him to heal your sick and
to remedy your ills, to help you to overcome the obstacles of
life and to light the road to Heaven—and I, an infidel 1 But the
ways of fate are unfathomable.
For the second time, and after many years, I have been
permitted to penetrate into the holy precincts where Christians
so seldom tread. As on the previous occasion, my visit was made
at the express invitation of the head of the family of the descen-
dants of Sheikh Abd el-Kader. To-day he is the Naqib el-
Ashraf Sayid Mahmoud Husmaldin el-Gilani. On the former
occasion it had been his father. For an hour this morning we sat
and talked of many things—speaking different dialects of
Arabic, but understanding and understood—of Baghdad as I had
seen it many years ago and of Baghdad of to-day—of the rise of
Islam, as a national policy and of the tendency of peoples to lose
their simple faith under new influences and constant change,
Of its ambitions and its cross-purposes. But the Sanctuary of
Sheikh Abd el-Kader knows no politics. It is a rest for the
weary body, a solace for the tired soul. We spoke of those far-
away countries to which the doctrine that Sheikh Abd el-Kader
taught has spread and where the brotherhood of the Kaderiyeh

